TUMBLING   IN  THE   HAY
" It sounds like Aristophanes " was all I could say.
" Aristophanes !" he exclaimed at once.
What have I fallen into now, I thought ? I should
have kept off Greek.
"What a poet that was ! Was there ever such
another ? His genius is unique in the world's history.
It is impossible to convey an adequate idea of him
simply because there is no one with whom to compare
him. We should have to take half a dozen, not
excluding Shakespeare, but including Shelley for
swiftness and Catullus for terseness and simplicity.
Incomparable!" He seemed delighted that this
was so.
" You know that lyric in the ' Clouds'?"
I was on guard, so I left it alone.
" And then he can descend to the lewdest ribaldry
without defiling his genius or lessening his power to
charm," I ventured to agree, adding that for that
reason he was my favourite, and for the additional
reason that he hated political dishonesty and humbug.
" Of course !    You have read the ' Clouds' ?"
I confessed that the part where Socrates was being
parodied with his nose on the earth learning geology
while his backside was studying astronomy, was not
unpleasing.
"For sheer control and verse flexibility, to what
modern English lyrist would you compare him ?"
It felt like a question on which much depended.
With the doctor I could hazard a guess and take a
wild leap with the assurance that he would forgive its
boldness, even welcome it, were it at all reasonable.
" Gilbert," I said.
He hummed like a sunny hive. I had pleased
him beyond words. " Now there are very few," he
began. Suddenly he came to some decision. He
looked at his watch.
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